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Hello, and thank you for downloading 
the first (full) issue of The Redditor. Our 
goal is simple - we want to give special 
tribute and attention each month to the 
best stories, posts, and photos submitted 
to reddit.com. The focus will be exclu- 
sively on original, user generated content 
you wouldn't find through any other site 
or magazine. The content will be unique, 
personal, and hopefully inspiring. 

A few reasons why we are doing this. 
The internet moves fast. Each day we see 
hundreds of front page stories come and 
go within hours. Daily news, inside jokes, 
memes, and reposts, all of which may have 
their place but also bury some great orig- 
inal work. Nothing stays in focus much 
longer than 12 hours without requir- 
ing some digging around. Consider this 
months AMA thread from NASA scien- 
tists. We are lucky to have a forum where 
this is even possible, yet many of the best 
answers were buried under 2100+ com- 
ments. Consider a rage comic finding an 
audience a thousand times larger than a 
talented photographer's original work. 



We're here to highlight what gets lost in 
the shuffle. This is a great new way to 
condense some of the best material into 
a more manageable format. We hope 
the magazine will let more people spend 
time with and appreciate quality submis- 
sions they had previously missed or only 
skimmed through. 

Each issue will be distributed as a free 
PDF for easy viewing on any computer / 
iPad / smartphone. Being the first issue, 
we are still developing ideas for our fu- 
ture, and any feedback or thoughts are 
welcome over at our official subreddit, 
/r/theredditor. Back-issues and updates 
will always be found out our website, 
www.theredditor.com. 

The Redditor magazine is devel- 
oped by talented users formed over at 
/r/theredditor. Between seeking out the 
great content, designing and formatting 
this magazine from the ground up, now 
finally being able to share, we are all very 
proud how the first issue has turned out. 
This is a community effort, embracing 
the community, for the community. 
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BEST WAYTO GET 

OUT OF A DATE? 



asked by kilsker | permalink 




THE GOOD 




A random okCupid date back in '09 ended in about 
20 minutes with my date telling me she just wasn't into 
me. Frankly, I wasn't having all that great of a time my- 
self. We paid our own half of the check, gave each other a 
friendly goodbye, and went on with our lives. Never saw 
her again, but damn, I have nothing but respect for that. 

-operonandon 



I told her she looked uncomfortable - she was a little taken 
aback, so I said very conversationally 'Tell you what, lets skip 
this date thing and just go have fun".Tookthe edge of the ten- 
sion, we went out to a carnival and just enjoyed the evening. 
She thanked me, I think we maybe talked once or 
twice after than but basically went our own paths. 
Turns out, taking charge in awkward situations is usu- 
ally the best strategy. Making other people feel com- 
fortable keeps things from getting out of hand. Calm, 
cool, collected folks - that's the winning strategy. 

-nlnjabot 



I was on a terrible, TERRIBLE date. Couldn't get any worse, re- 
ally. At dinner she basically admitted she was crazy, clingy, and 
stalked her ex-boyfriend for about six months while stalking the 
girls he was dating at the time as well. Red flags galore. Did I also 
mention she had the worse manners of all time? Complete bitch 
to the server. One of my pet peeves, actually. 

So after dinner she wants to get drinks, and I'm done with this 
date and try to find an excuse to leave. She is persistent, says we 
are going, and runs to the bathroom. At this point I call my cop 
friend, who is actually on duty near us. I tell him the story, and 
I ask if he can help bail me out somehow. Nothing big, just get 
me out of there on our way to the bar. He agrees. I tell him what 
route I'm taking, and to look for my car. 



We're driving towards the bar, and lo and behold, lights and 
sirens. It's my friend. He acts completely natural, and I follow suit. 
Takes my license, goes back to his car. The date I'm with is all 
angry, blahblah, stupid cops, blahblah. A few moments later he 
comes back. 

"Sir, put both your hands on the steering wheel." 
"Now get out of the car. Slowly" 

He then proceeds to throw me on the hood (gently, actually) 
and cuff me. My date then gets hysterical, runs out of the car, 
and asks what the fuck this is about. 
"This man has a warrant out for his arrest, ma'am." 
"WHAT FOR?" 
"Rape... and murder!' 
I never did see her again. 

-blitzan 




THE UGLY 





You take your phone and scream "I CAN'T BELIEVE YOU LET HIM BUILD HIS OWN HELICOPTER" and leave running in tears." 

-RobotChrist 



BEST PUN AWARD 




Bad date? I just spat it out; tasted rotten. 

-B S 0 D 





MOST HONEST ANSWER 



These are so fake that it's becoming obvious that no one on reddit has actually been a date. 

-OutrageCommodities 
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WHAT ARE YOUR BEST 

RANDOM FACTS? 



asked by nucleus_accumbens | permalink 



We are closer to theT-Rex in number of years than theT-Rex was 
to the Stegosaurus. 

-drummererb 



Henry Ford demanded that parts suppliers send him parts in 
very specifically sized wooden boxes with very specifically 
placed holes and handles. These boxes were disassembled with 
care, without using crowbars, and the boxes were then used in 
the manufacturer of panels and floorboards for the Model T. 
The wooden scraps that did remain were burned into charcoal 
and resold as Ford Charcoal, later becoming Kingsford Charcoal, 
a popular brand today. 

-Ronearc 



Harry S Truman's Middle name was 'S'. 



-rockerdudeman 



If you look up at a bright blue sky, you will start to notice tiny 
bright dots swimming around. If you can focus properly, you 
can tell that they follow non-random paths, and often appear 
to follow each other along. These are your white blood cells, 
which do not absorb blue light very well and so let spots of light 
through the aforementioned vasculature in front of your reti- 
nas. They are usually invisible since you get 'used 7 to the shad- 
ows, but these breaks in them are visible as the tiny bright dots 
you see. It's called the blue field entopic effect. 

-thegnome54 



The giant squid's brain is a torus shape, and its esophagus runs 
through it. If the squid eats anything too big, it will suffer mas- 
sive brain damage. 

-Swedishfishy 



American Airlines saved $40,000 in 1 987 by taking out an olive 
from First Class salads. 

-Fernthemighty 



"Buffalo buffalo Buffalo buffalo buffalo buffalo Buffalo buffalo; 
That is a valid, grammatically correct sentence. Here's a trick to 
understand the correct meaning of that sentence... Just think: 
"American cows [that] American cows intimidate [themselves] 
intimidate American cows." 

-retrogreq & JustTalkinAboutShaft 



48 hours of youtube footage gets uploaded every minute. 

-Borez 



A spiral stair case's spin direction depends on which end (top or 
bottom) you are defending. 

Back in the day, all knights were right handed. If you were 
defending the top of a tower, the staircase leading up rotates 
to the right, or clockwise, so that the attacker (coming from the 
bottom) has to make a continuous right turn. Its very hard for 
an attacking knight to strike around a right hand corner with 
his right hand while defending with a shield in his left hand. 
However, it is very easy for the defending knight at the top to 
strike around a left hand corner with his right hand, holding a 
shield in his left hand. 

-Absolut646 



"YOU ARE ALWAYS LOOK- 
ING AT YOUR NOSE, YOUR 
BRAIN JUST CHOOSES TO 
IGNORE IT." 

-Activate 124 



Police officers are called 'cops' because of the copper badges 
they used to wear. 

-Vankrizzle 
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WHAT ARE YOUR SMALL, PRIVATE 

ACTS OF REBELLION? 



asked by laikafromspace | permalink 



I am a pastry chef/cake decorator who does wholesale and re- 
quest cakes for a popular high-quality cafe chain in Boston. Ev- 
ery week or so we get an order for a plain birthday cake for a lo- 
cal orphanage, and I make sure that those 1 2 dollar single cakes 
are even more beautiful than the two 300 dollar full sheet cakes 
that the presidents of the big colleges order for their private 
parties. With the amount of money big schools waste, those 
kids probably won't be able to afford a good college, but they 
can still eat like the president of one. 

- rambunctoid 



I used to fork for Tim Hortons (Canada) Every night after my 
shift I was allowed to bring as much coffee home as I wanted,so 
I would take XL cups and fill them with chicken salad mix. I 
would then leave the store with 4 XL "coffees" and give them to 
the homeless or the punk bums along with day old bread. 

- eatmyshit 



I poop for as long as I can while on the clock at work. 

-todayiamnew 



I work at McDonald's and instead of giving people 4/6/10/20 
piece McNuggets sometimes I throw an extra one or sometimes 
a few in. And sometimes I snag some for myself. 

-DurandalOO 



They only empty our trash at work on Fridays due to budget 
cuts, which is awesome when somebody brings in fishsticks 
on a Monday for lunch. So every few days, I drop some of my 
trash in an interoffice envelope and send it to an administration 
office-as they still get daily trash service. 

- Sweaver 



1 2.1 font size... Because, fuck the establishment, that's why. 

-iminaLAB 



I received complaints of having long grass in my yard. My neigh- 
bors didn't know I went on a 2 week vacation. I got back and the 
only neighbor I can stand told me about the complaints. 
I looked up the city ordinances and I'm allowed to have grass as 
long as 1 2 inches on my lawn. Now I go out every few days and 
clip the grass that's grown longer than 1 1.5 inches. Right now 
about 75% of my lawn is exactly 1 1 .5" long. 

-enad58 



I honk at dogs while they're pooping. 

- Agreeswithfishpal 

I don't seed my torrents. 

-yayitscaroline 



In middle school they used to dismiss lunch tables one at a time 
based on what tables were "good."One day the teacher dismiss- 
ing us was being a total jerk and making us wait extra long, so 
I stood up and screamed 'THEY CAN'T STOP US ALL!" and ran 
out of the lunchroom with a mob of fellow students behind me. 

- not a wolf 



I have an account at citi bank with less than 25 cents in it. Ev- 
ery month they send me a letter with my account balance in it, 
which costs more to send than the worth of my account. I am 
slowly taking down citi bank with every letter. 

- dharry 



My mom used to take the junk mail we got, the kind that comes 
with a pre-paid envelope inside, and filled them up with other 
junk mail or the occasional dog hair that was shed all over the 
house. The postage isn't paid for unless the envelope is sent, 
so the spamming company ends up using money for emptying 
our house of junk mail... and dog hair. 

-Tehjimmy 



I place stamps upside down on my mail. 

- Just_hating 



"I ALWAYS ORDER A SMALL, 
MEDIUM, OR LARGE AT 
STARBUCKS, EVEN THOUGH 
I ACTUALLY KNOWTHE 
SIZES THEY USE" 

-Bookey23 
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CREEPIEST STORIES WHILE 

YOU'RE HOME ALONE? 



asked by moo8 | permalink 



It was pretty early in the morning and I heard some weird noise 
downstairs. My wife was out of town with her mom so just me 
and the cats in the house, and they were both on the bed with 
me and also looked kinda freaked out. So I get up slowly and 
hear another loud crash/glass breaking type noise. I didn't own 
a gun or anything at the time so I was looking around for some 
sort of weapon which ended up being this brass vase thing I 
kept change in. I grab that and creep downstairs slightly freak- 
ing out. More noises, then a "mahhhhh" noise. 
Turns out I left the back door wide open and my goat wan- 
dered into the kitchen and shit everywhere and broke a shelf. I 
yelled at the goat and he went back outside. 

-1950sGuy 



I live in a quiet, suburban neighborhood. One night, sever- 
al years ago, at around 2:00am, the very quietest part of the 
night, I was sleeping peacefully when a tendril of music be- 
gan to intrude upon my dreams and grew louder slowly, to the 
point where it woke me up. 

Everything was dark, but I could hear extremely loud hard- 
core rap music approaching my house from down the street. 
I thought maybe someone was having a party, but the music 
kept approaching and kept getting louder, to the point of pan- 
ic-inducing loudness - louder than any stereo I have ever heard 
- louder than the front row of a concert. 
I stumble from bed and peek out my front window, expect- 
ing to see maybe a car full of gang-bangers cruising down my 
street, trying to intimidate someone, but instead I am confront- 
ed with a sight that unnerves me. The street lamps illuminate a 
large tricycle as it passes in front of my house; a large wooden 
box on the back containing a stereo system and enormous 
speakers. The man riding the tricycle is clothed from head to 
toe in white rags and even his head is covered in soiled white 
rags - like a leper. He's wearing dark sunglasses and he is ped- 
dling this enormous tricycle at glacial speed, his legs moving in 
slow motion as if he was towing a huge load behind him. 
The music assaulting my ears is so out of proportion with the 
dark, empty street that chills run up and down my spine and 
I just stand there watching from the corner of my window. He 
slowly pedals down the length of my street, the music taking 
an excruciatingly long time to fade away. But when it does, I go 
back to bed. 

The same thing happens about three times over the next 
month, but after that the mysterious visitor never appears 
again. 

-cyclura 



Many years ago, I lived in a big, old, three-story house that had 
a room on the middle level that we converted into an office. I 
used to write financial reports late at night that were published 
early the next morning. 

The office had a few computers and my toddler son had 
been playing on one of them for most of the evening, right up 
until I finished my work at around 9pm. By then he had fallen 
asleep, so I switched off his monitor, scooped him up and took 
him to bed, flicking off the light as I left. 
For the next couple of hours I relaxed in another room watch- 
ing TV with my wife. She went to bed around 1 1pm, and at 
midnight I decided to do the same. I realized I'd left a window 
open in the office, so I went in there to close it. 

The house was silent, and the room was pitch black 
dark and ice cold when I walked in. Colder than it 
should have been for the time of the year, even with 
the window open. I paused for a moment in the cen- 
ter of the room to think about this, and then it happened. 

Knock knock knock. 

Something was tapping on the glass. But it wasn't the random 
tappings of a bird or another kind of animal, it was completely 
uniform. It sounded human, but I was on the second floor, so 
how was that possible? It was so dark that I couldn't make any- 
thing out against the black glass, but a few moments later it 
happened again. 

Knock knock knock. 

By now I was already feeling on edge. Then, something hap- 
pened that chilled me to the core. Because out of the corner of 
the room, to my right, and from the darkness, a high-pitched, 
almost squeaky voice began to speak quite loudly. 

I can see you. 

I froze on the spot. My blood went cold. My bowels prepared 
for evacuation. My God, I thought, I never wrote that book. Any 
book. 

It spoke again, but with greater emphasis on that all-important 
word. 

I can seeee you. 

I turned slowly to my right and walked into the darkness, un- 
til I finally reached my son's computer. Nothing there but an 
empty chair. But no talking now. Just silence. A horrible silence. 
Carefully, I reached over and switched on the monitor. The 
screen brightened, and there it was: something red, and hor- 
rible. Once again it tapped on the glass. 
It was fucking Elmo from my kid's Sesame Street game. 

-Sheamus 
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CONTINUED > 



HOME ALONE I PARTTWO 



I grew up on a ranch, about 10 miles from the nearest town. 
One of our favorite things to do in the summer was to spread 
out a few sleeping bags in our backyard and have "camp outs." 
We have a huge dark activated light attached to our barn that 
we would turn off with a high powered flashlight to tell ghost 
stories and try to scare each other. 

One night I had two of my friends over for a camp out. We shut 
off the barn light and sat in complete darkness (if you haven't 
been out in the country, it might be hard to appreciate exactly 
how pitch black it can be), talking in those low scary-story voic- 
es. One of my friends was in the middle of her story (probably 
the one about the serial killer licking that girl's hand) when she 
stopped short. She said, "Who's that?" and up to the road. 
We all looked and saw what she was talking about. You could 
barely make out a figure, certainly the silhouette of a person, 
walking down the road. That was unusual enough, but the 
way this person was walking was what was unsettling. The fig- 
ure was standing straight up, and was walking in such a stiff 
and unnatural way that s/he could have been marching. We 
couldn't make out any other defining features of the figure. 
After watching and having a whispered debate on what to 
do, we decided the best course of action would be to shout 
at the figure. I screamed, "WHO ARE YOU?" at the top of my 1 2 
year old lungs. One of my friends pointed the flashlight at the 
figure, but it was too far away to distinguish any features. The 
figure heard us, and just sort of turned around, walking in that 
peculiar way. We watched it until it was out of sight, then woke 
up my parents. I still have no idea who s/he was or what they 
were doing way out in the country. 

-colasuda 



A plain white van would creep very slowly down our street at 
around 2am weekly during the summer I was 19. Our street 
was not a dead-end road, but had residential roads at either 
end preventing it from being a through street so this van was 
clearly not making a route of any sort. I would hear it and watch 
from my upstairs bedroom window every time it passed by. 
One night my parents and my brother were out of town and 
I was home alone, happily sleeping when I heard a car door 
slam out front. I jumped up to look out the window and the van 
was backed into our driveway. I couldn't see anyone moving 
around outside but the lights were off and they were parked. 
I ran into the hall and crouched into a ball and tried to listen 
for any sounds and plan an attack/ escape route. I was shaking 
uncontrollably. A few minutes later I heard the engine start up 
and the van tore out of my driveway, and I never saw it again. 

-atgunpoint 



I want downstairs to get some water at about 2am. In the 
kitchen we've got a clock on the wall. As I walk into the room, 
acutely aware of every creak that echoes around the house 
surrounding me, I hear the fast wind of something mechani- 
cal. As I slowly glance to my left, subconsciously grabbing my 
glass a little tighter, I see the clock hands on the wall spinning 
at about 50 times normal speed. 
Around. And around. And around. 

I think to myself, very clearly "this is how movies start, this is it". 
I was ready to defend myself with my glass whilst dashing over 
to grab a knife. 

It was then I realized we had a radio clock which automatically 
sets itself. I'd never seen it do it before. It was now 1 am. 

-TL_DRespect 
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I LIVED AT A NUDIST CAMP 
EVERY SUMMER UNTIL I WAS 18 

by dagubananas | permalink 



Did it ever bother you when you were younger? 
It was my biggest secret for a long time. I would always have to come up 
with lies of half truths for my friends to explain why I was not around in the 
summertime. I remember one time my father, who didn't think it should 
be a secret, told one my friends and I was mortified, really scared that it 
would "get out"and the"whole school"would know. That kind of thing. 

I think I was approaching my teenage years when it became less of a 
big deal. It was around the time when my peers started looking at "differ- 
ent" things as interesting rather than something to make fun of. I have no 
problem telling people these days, as usually it's an interesting conversa- 
tion. 

It did get easier to tell my friends about it as I got older, but actually going 
to the nudist camp and being naked got harder as a got older. ...To the 
point where I ended up leaving and not coming back. 

Was there a point where seeing people nude lost its thrill? 
I don't really remember ever thinking that seeing people nude was thrill- 
ing. It was just routine, and something that I was always around. Nudity is 
still exciting for me of course, as it is for everyone else, but it is more about 
context than the nudity itself. I think nudity is exciting to people not be- 
cause of the flesh per-se, but because we are "not supposed" to be seeing 
nakedness, or at least only in special situations. That experience, and the 
thrill from it, doesn't fade. 

Have you talked to your parents about why they became nudists? 
I've never really had an in-depth conversation about their motivations. It's 
come up a lot of times in passing, but it is a difficult subject for me now 
because I feel fairly strongly that I wouldn't bring my own children there. 
They like to bring up fairly weak (to my mind, anyway) arguments about it 
being "natural" and stuff like that, but I could never really nail them down 
to a definitive reason that couldn't be applied to a non-nudist camp- 
ground. I think a lot of it, at this point, is just they have a lot of long-time 
relationships up there that has become an integral part of their life. 

What if you got an erection? 

Every once in a while that would happen, haha. It's less of a problem than 
you'd think though. Imagine going to Walmart and seeing everyone naked. 
Not exactly boner material. There were very few outstandingly attractive 
people there if that helps. Also to be clear, walking around with a hard-on 
was obviously considered inappropriate and would get you kicked out. 
If that happened to me (and it did in my adolescent years sometimes), I 
would just excuse myself and go to the bathroom or something. It wasn't 
a constant problem though because everything is so mundane and rou- 
tine. Nakedness != sex. I didn't make the rules, but I think any reasonable 
person can see why it might be considered rude to walk around with an 
erection. Even in a nudist camp. 

Was there any particular grooming habits for men / women, you 
know, down there? 

As far as grooming, there was a wide array. I'm not sure how accurately it 
reflects the general population of non-nudists, but I would say that most 
people did some sort of light trimming, while there were some outliers 
who went to the extremes in either direction. I think overall people weren't 
that interested in attracting special or extra attention to their genitals so 
they kinda did regular stuff. 



Did you ever get any while there? 

Yeah. I do wonder sometimes if it was more than I might have if I were liv- 
ing a "normal" lifestyle. As much as nudists like to say that it isn't about sex, 
I think it is just human nature and can't really be taken out of the equation. 
Looking back on it I really think that while sex wasn't on the surface, it was 
certainly closer to that surface than it is in the "real world."That has (and 
had) it's effect on pre-teens and teens. 

That said, I'm really not sure if my experience hooking up with girls as a 
teenager was really any different than anyone else's. I still had to work for 
it. 

Did a lot of guys with cameras sneak in from time to time? 
People would come in with cameras all the time, usually at least 4 or 5 
times per summer. There were probably a lot more than I (we) knew about. 
They would always get kicked out, but to my knowledge not violently or 
aggressively so. I remember one dude who came in with a camera in a box 
of crackers that had a little hole cut out for the lens. He was caught when 
he took the box of crackers with him into the pool and people started 
thinking it was really odd. I used to think it was funny when I was younger, 
but I distinctly remember noticing how creepy it was as I got older and 
more aware of what was going on. A lot of the time these cameramen 
would focus their attentions on the children. That bothered me especially. 

Where did you keep your wallet and house keys etc? 
A lot of people had golf carts with storage that they drove around the 
place, or carried a bag. As a kid I rode a bike around everywhere and I had 
a little saddle bag thing that I would use sometimes. For the most part 
though the camp is set up to be paperless. There were a few places to eat 
and they all had a "tab" kind of system where you could just charge things 
to your name and come by once a week to add money or pay back what 
you used etc. No real need for a whole bunch of keys or an ID or anything 
like that. The only thing people carried around with them all the time was 
a towel, because it was considered rude (or gross?) to sit down someplace 
without putting a towel down first. 

Were there any activities done naked that made your genitals sore? 
I played a lot of naked volleyball and I don't think there was any extra dis- 
comfort or anything that could be attributed to being nude... A lot of the 
time women would wear sports bras when playing tennis or something 
like that so they didn't bounce around as much. Like I said above if there 
was an activity that was uncomfortable naked, people would just wear 
clothes. For example there was a shooting range as well and people gener- 
ally wore clothes (or at least a shirt) there so they didn't get burnt by shell 
casings and such. 

When hugging a friend or family member how would that come 
about? 

I always did the "lean-in, ass out" hug. And as a kid, I generally tried to keep 
hugs to the minimum anyway. 
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TRAVELED 61 DAYS BYTRAIN, 

LIVING OUT OF A SUITCASE 

by isthisadream | permalink 



I 

On May 3rd I left Denver Union Station at around 7 pm and returned July 4th around 2pm after traveling the entire US (north, south, east, west) via 
train. I bought two Amtrak US Rail passes (45 day and 1 5 day,) and planned each stop on my trip only a day or so in advance - sometimes even from 
the station. I traveled to Chicago, Milwaukee, Wausau, St. Paul, Seattle, Portland, San Fran, Los Angeles, Flagstaff, Sante Fe, Kansas City, St. Louis, New 
Orleans, Atlanta, Washington D.C., and Boston. I returned to Denver from Boston. 

The whole trip I used a website called couchsurfing.com and never once had to pay for a hotel or hostel. I stayed with a US diplomat on leave from 
Saudi Arabia, CEO of an insurance company, a forager, a Los Alamos nuclear physicist, a lobbyist, a retired bass player, a spiritual guru, a group of hip- 
pies... to name a few of the hosts I had the pleasure of staying with. 

Everyday I lived out of my suitcase and backpack. Everyday I was somewhere new and meeting new people; people I had to stay with for long periods 
of time in some cases. 

During my trip I was almost mugged, had a knife pulled on me (separate incident), got tonsillitis, went sailing, fell in love', drank way too much in New 
Orleans, drank just enough everywhere else (go local brewed), got lost in a swamp, attacked by a cougar with loads of tequila, and more. 



What did you pack in your suitcase? 

One towel, one pair of jeans, one pair of shorts, a few pair of 
socks and boxer briefs, about six shirts, toothbrush/deodorant/ 
cologne/electric shaver/, swim trunks, sandals, and a mask of 
george Washington (half mask). 
Oh, and a bunch of zip lock bags. Came in super handy. 

What made you do it? 

I saw my future and hated every second of what was to come. I 
took a leap of faith and followed the unknown - it was worth it. 

I take it my fear of couchsurfing.com is unwarranted? I would 
like to know more about the people who allowed you into their 
homes. 

Couchsurfing can be quite daunting before you try it. Just be sure 
to check references of people before you go asking for a place to 
stay and follow your gut with who you choose. 
My best accommodation was with the diplomat - 1 stayed in guest 
bedroom with private bathroom and he even laid out hotel toilet- 
ries for me to use. His apartment overlooked the city and had an 
amazing view. 

The worst accommodation was in New Orleans where I had 
to sleep on a decaying couch for 4 days and ended up with more 
flea bites then IVe ever had in my life. I didn't leave though be- 
cause my host was awesome and I had an amazing time with her. 

Today I learned about US rail passes. 

And they're cheap too. 45 days was $750 and 15 days was $380. 
You have a certain number of segments - but it's almost impos- 
sible to use them all up in the time allotted. And yeah you can go 
anywhere - you just have to call and book a seat with your refer- 
ence number. A really good deal and the trains are pretty nice - 
they have AC chargers 

What did you do for food...did you eat out everyday? 
I ate out a lot definitely. But the cool thing was eating different 
foods in different local 'favorite' restaurants. That was the nice 
thing about couch surfing was that you got the real culture of 
that city staying with people that actually lived there. There were 
quite a few times that I was made food by my hosts and that was 
always awesome. The whole trip was under $2k. 



Did you repay your hosts in any way? 

Every time I stayed with my hosts I took them out to dinner any 
time I could. I only regret saying I'd pay for drinks in New Orleans 
because the girl I stayed with racked up a massive bill. 
The only person who wouldn't let me buy them a meal was the 
nuclear physicist. He was very well off and ended up spending 
hundreds of dollars on me - but he and I connected pretty good 
and had some amazing conversations. He told me that I live on 
the 'fringe' and that I had changed his paradigm on a few things. 
It's funny because talking with him nearly blew my mind every 
time we talked. He also let me drink beers in his hot tub and I got 
to watch satellites cross over in the night sky from it. 




| On the train heading to Seattle from St. Paul. 



How safe do you think this would be for a single woman to do? 
It could be safe if you planned it right - definitely safer by car 
because the train stations can be sketchy. You can couchsurf 
with families and women too which is much safer. If you want 
take another girl along with you and you'll be fine. Bring a can of 
mace though to be sure, I brought my knife. 
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61 DAYS BY TRAIN I PART TWO 




| Pair of Amtrack rail passes. $750/45 day, $380/15 day 



Can you describe the knife incident? 

The knife incident was at the St. Louis Amtrak/Greyhound station 
while I was waiting for a shuttle to take me to Carbondale, IL to 
catch a train to New Orleans. I was standing there in the station 
with my cell phone charging it in some wall socket and a dude 
approached me to ask the time. Immediately I knew what was 
up (I could sense it) and started to walk away with my stuff and 
he flipped out some swiss army knife and held it in attack mode 
while demanding I give him my backpack. 

Now at this point I had been almost 50 days traveling and had 
an extensive journal with thousands of pictures and videos I had 
taken - not to mention all my tickets, rail passes, and netbook/ 
camera/iPod. Fortunately I had been getting a really uneasy feel- 
ing earlier at the station when 'thug nation 7 came in and started 
looking at my bags with keen interest, so I had popped my giant 
Smith & Wesson knife in my pocket. It was a stupid move, I know 
this, but it felt cool to mutter "You won't be taking shit" as I flicked 
the blade out from the grip. The guy just backed off and then se- 
curity came running over freaking out on me and took my knife. 
Luckily I was able to get it back when I described the situation and 
they looked over the camera footage. 

In hindsight I was an idiot and could have been killed, IVe nev- 
er seriously hurt someone or let alone stabbed somebody, and 
I'm not sure I would have been ok if that situation had gone dif- 
ferently. But I was confident as hell at that moment in time and I 
think that, more than the knife, really made the guy back off. 

Was anyone really creepy that you found via couchsurfing? 
I stayed with a gay couple in Kansas City and the boyfriend of 
the guy I stayed with had down syndrome I think. He gave me 
this look like he wanted to either sleep with me or kill me and it 
creeped me out. It was super intense in only a way that a person 
with downs can do. I locked my bedroom door that night (luckily 
I had a room there). When I woke up there were napkins in front 
of my door and a line had been drawn on it in sharpee... and they 
weren't there the night before. They were also placed in perfect 
symmetry. I just stepped over them and got the hell out the next 
morning to make my train to St. Louis. 



What were you most afraid of before you left, and how did that 
turn out? 

I was terrified before I left, and was still terrified up until I left Mil- 
waukee. It was then I realized that everything would be alright 
and I was stronger than I thought. I was mostly afraid of trusting 
others and following a path into the unknown. It was something I 
had to do and will always be grateful that I took that leap of faith 
and got on that train in Denver. 

The thing that surprised me the most was how gracious and 
caring every single person was on couch surfing. In almost ev- 
ery case I was picked up from the train station and well fed. In 
some cases I felt like I was in a hotel, especially with the diplomat. 
I would do it again in a heartbeat and my couch is open to travel- 
ers coming though my town so I can return the favor. 

How will this change how you live the rest of your life? 
I won't be so timid and shut in with my ambitions and desires. 
Before I was always the achiever, but money was always the mo- 
tivation and not my happiness. I also was socially inept in quite a 
few ways, but that's all gone now. I have no fear of approaching 
groups of strangers and introducing myself or getting to know 
new people and hang out with them. When I got back from my 
trip I went on two dates with girls I had met just last week. 
It was a matter of stop judging myself. I used to judge everything 
I'd say and do - how I looked. Once I stopped judging myself I 
started to gain a lot of confidence and eventually I stopped say- 
ing stupid things because I stopped worrying about it. 
Nobody judges you more than you yourself do. This was basically 
the formula for breaking out - but I was lucky in that I was forced 
to be social in the beginning. Towards the end it was completely 
natural. 




| Bus station graffiti in Seattle. 
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WE ARE SCIENTISTS AT NASA'S 
JET PROPULSION LABORATORY 

by hubblemedia & jplatwork | permalink 

Special thanks to EducatedEarth.org for organizing this AMA. 



With the Space Shuttle Program winding down, a lot of people are wondering what is next for NASA and 
North American space exploration. Naturally there is plenty of speculation, but I figured it would be nice 
to hear the story from the Men and Women currently working at the agency. 

Note, this is not an official posting by the NASA Jet Propulsion Laboratory and does not reflect the direct views 
of the agency or its partners. 



If NASA had the same kind of budget as the US Dept. of Defense, 
what do you think would be done with it? What projects might 
suddenly come to the fore, with such resources at NASA's dispos- 
al? 

With that much money US$664 billion (est. 2010), things would 
be seriously different. We could probably do a reddit poll and take 
the top 1 0 (non lolcat) suggestions and just run with them all. 
What I would like to see done with that budget is as follows: 

1. Moon based telescope - Why not build a few kilometer di- 
ameter telescope on the far side of the moon? It would be very 
well sheltered from the Earths pollution and at that scale it would 
provide unparalleled resolution. 

2. Mass produced spacecraft - There is a reason a Lamborghini 
is more expensive than a Toyota Corolla. When you build some- 
thing by hand, the cost is significantly higher than when you can 
run an automated assembly line and pump out thousands a day. 
SpaceX is hoping to tackle this, but I can never put too much 
weight behind corporate promises of space exploration. If we 
could bring down the cost of launches to $1 000 a pound or less, 
it could change the accessibility of space for the entire world. 

3. A serious space colony- While most people don't recognize 
them as such, space stations are literally our first space colonies. 
While they may not be self-reliant, neither were many of the early 
outposts around the world. I would urge for the establishment of 
a larger scientific outpost, one with at least basic manufacturing 
capabilities. I would ideally love to have a giant spaceship build- 
ing factory in orbit, but realistically we have plenty to learn before 
we are ready for that. I would just have us build the sandbox so 
we have a chance to learn. 

How likely is it that the projects to send people to Mars will come 
to fruition in the next 1 0-1 5 years? 

Technologically speaking, that time line is actually fair. While this 
would be a whole different ballgame than a moon launch, with 
proper funding there is no reason why we couldn't set foot on 
Mars within the next decade or two. The catch is proper funding. 

While setting foot on Mars has been on the minds of many 
people since even before the Apollo days, since we achieved the 
technological prowess to pull this mission off, we have never had 
the political backing to even seriously look at it. 
Well, there was one instance a couple decades ago where the 
government asked for an estimate but the agency submitted its 
dreams and not a practical reality. Numbers were way too high, 
the government got spooked and backed out. Now they don't 
seem to take any proposal seriously. 



If NASA wants to go back to the moon, why don't you just build a 
Saturn V rocket and lunar lander according to the 1 969 plans and 
launch it? Why should it take ten years again? 
Primarily because we have different priorities now than we did 
back then. It was originally a race, cut corners, do whatever you 
gotta do to get Humans onto the moon without racking up a 
death toll while everyone is watching. 

If we go back to the moon, we don't plan on leaving this time. 
Even if left unmanned, we would like to see a permanent out- 
post on Luna. We are also much more about the future resource 
exploitation of this world. Basically, we have a lot more luggage 
this trip around and our priorities on the moon are not what they 
used to be. 

Are the high technical standards really necessary? Instead of 
sending up one awesome gold plated, carbon fibre super-space- 
ship, why not send up 20 poorly put together unmanned ones. Is 
NASA putting all it's eggs in one basket? 

The problem with this idea is the concept that launching several 
failed attempts would be cheaper than just doing it right the first 
time. 

Space hardware is expensive. You are looking at dropping 
millions of dollars if you intend to enter Earth orbit, let alone the 
cost of whatever you want to put up there. The cost difference 
between a high quality rocket and a cheap one dissipates as soon 
as you've gotta try again. 

You also have to minimize the amount of debris you are chuck- 
ing into orbit. Explosions create a lot of high velocity debris, con- 
tributing to quite a dangerous situation for any present and fu- 
ture craft. 



"IT WAS ORIGINALLY A RACE, CUT COR- 
NERS, DO WHATEVER YOU GOTTA DO 
TO GET HUMANS ONTOTHE MOON ... IF 
WE GO BACKTOTHE MOON, WE DON'T 
PLAN ON LEAVING THIS TIME." 
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NASA JPL SCIENTISTS I PARTTWO 



"THE APOLLO MISSIONS DID MORE 
THAN COLLECT A FEW ROCKS AND GIVE 
ASTRONAUTS A CHANCE TO PLAY GOLF 
ON ANOTHER WORLD - THEY CHANGED 
HOW HUMANITY ITSELF THOUGHT 
AND FELT ABOUT SPACE." 



How do you intend to keep the dream alive for the kids that are 
in school now? 

In 201 5 the Pluto system will receive its first robotic visitor, which 
will serve as quite a landmark occasion for our species and will 
hopefully provide some inspiration. 

To me, the real importance of the manned space program is in 
its inspirational value. The Apollo missions did more than collect 
a few rocks and give astronauts a chance to play golf on another 
world - they changed how Humanity itself thought and felt about 
space. It was no longer an abstract concept, it was a place, some- 
where you could actually get to and experience. 
There are talks of a manned mission to an asteroid. I have a feeling 
that too will awaken the hearts of the masses to the adventure 
and allure of space exploration. 

It seems as though space exploration will be the domain of ro- 
bots and private companies for the foreseeable future. Do you 
feel that it is in good hands? 

A lot of people are kinda iffy on the idea of private companies 
stepping up to be the leaders in space access. Myself included. 
While I have full faith in the corporate space industry and their ne- 
cessity to make us a truly spacefaring civilization, we have to look 
at the priorities here. NASA is a science institution, corporations 
are profit institutions. 

Should we put too much reliance on corporations we will find 
they are legally obligated to make as much money for their share- 
holders as possible, not obligated to expand the horizons of our 
knowledge. 

I know this isn't exactly your field of work (quite the opposite ac- 
tually), but the space elevator. Will we see this in our lifetime? Is it 
even possible? 

I would love to see the construction of a space elevator, but real- 
istically I do not see one being built (or even starting to be built) 
for at least several decades. 

This is a great idea, but requires a lot of international cooperation, 
some serious advances in materials (perhaps the newly discov- 
ered graphene would involved), and a massive financial invest- 
ment. 

I do not see this even being seriously attempted without a se- 
rious price reduction (and quality improvement) in the materials 
Humanity can currently create. 



Any advice for those interested in a career at NASA? 

It's flattering to see so much interest in working for NASA and 

space exploration, so here we go: 

Personally, I came from the commercial aerospace industry, and 
left to join JPL mainly because I wanted to be devoted towards 
space exploration and remove myself from commercial and de- 
fense funding motivations. It is extremely humbling to work with 
people who design and send spacecraft to every planet in the so- 
lar system and be along for the ride. 

With that said, JPL does hire some of the best and brightest. 
Are we hiring? Yes. Are we selective? You betcha! So here is what I 
would recommend: 

• Be diligent in your studies - Although there is no real minimum 
GPA required, when you're competing with others, the higher the 
number, the better. 

• Be passionate about your interests - If there is a specific field 
of expertise, highlight it in your resume* (school projects & side 
projects), and in your interview. If your resume still has "babysit- 
ting" or "worked at my local Japanese restaurant", it's time to get 
more experience (related to your field of work). When we are hir- 
ing, the worst thing we hear or read is that you're "good at every- 
thing" or "willing to do whatever work". That is a lie and we both 
know it. Be specific and tell us exactly what you want to do and if 
we can't provide it, we'll refer to someone who can. 

• Be promiscuous - http://findyourplace.jpl.nasa.gov - There 
are hundreds of groups at JPL and elsewhere at NASA. Find the 
groups that interest you and apply to all of them. There is a job 
here for almost everyone. 

• Be persistent - Don't give up after one group turns you down 
(see above). If you don't get a summer internship this year, get 
more experience, and try again next year. 

A few notes about the work environment: 

The HR department (specifically compensation) has an extremely 
challenging job of not only offering competitive salaries (com- 
pared to others in the aerospace industry), but abiding by the 
limitations of our NASA publicly funded budget. I think it's safe 
to say that with a healthier budget (currently $0,005 on the dol- 
lar), we could not only fund way cooler missions, but compete 
(compensation-wise) comfortably in the public domain as well 
(Google, Facebook, Microsoft, etc.). In short, working here will get 
you paid, but we don't do it for the money. 

So why do we do it? The relaxing work environment, the tal- 
ented individuals, and the out of the world missions of course. 
But there's something more. We are not (that much) smarter than 
the rest of the working force, but I believe that we have a brilliant 
goal. We're making dreams come true. Someone asked what the 
coolest thing we've seen working here. I've seen shuttle launches 
and landings, worked on missions to Mars and beyond, and saw 
images beamed down to our operations centers in real time (mi- 
nus time delay). But the greatest thing is to see the inspiration 
in the eyes of people like you. And that's what keeps me coming 
back to work every single day. 
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I AM A SEARCH AND RESCUE 
PILOT IN THE US COAST GUARD 

bytupperwolf | permalink 



I fly the MH-65C Dolphin, the most common helo in the CG's inventory. Just like every other airframe, we fly 
pretty much any mission the CG needs; search and rescue (SAR), marine environmental protection (MEP, i.e. oil 
spills, endangered species protection, etc), law enforcement, aids to navigation (ATON), homeland security stuff, 
you name it. That's definitely one of the best parts of the job, the variety. SAR is always the priority, but it is by no 
means the majority. 



How do you hover with no static reference in wild seas? Like 
when recovering someone in the dark in a storm. 
That is one of the hardest things we do, so that's a pretty insight- 
ful question. It is not easy, even with a lot of training and experi- 
ence. There are a few tricks, but a lot of it is just training. First, at 
night we're always using night vision goggles (NVG's), so you can 
at least make out the horizon. Also, we're often hoisting from a 
vessel of some kind, so depending on the conditions, sea state, 
etc, you can often keep a part of the ship in sight as a reference. 
When you're hoisting directly from the water you can, with prac- 
tice, use your own rotor-wash as a rough guide... depending on 
the winds, if your rotor-wash is moving behind you, you're sliding 
forward, if it moves out to the left, you're sliding right. In a pinch, 
you can drop flares, or have the rescue swimmer toss out glow- 
sticks, but there's no silver bullet. 

Do you resent the people who put themselves in harm's way, 
forcing you to risk your life to save them? 
No, I wouldn't say I resent them. Sometimes I roll my eyes. I may 
have been known to utter the phrase "US Coast Guard, prevent- 
ing Darwinism in a gene pool near you." But no one forces us 
to go out. Any aviator can turn in their wings anytime they like. 
And if you don't think you can make it, you're not only able but 
expected to decline or delay the mission. Unlike in combat, it's 
pretty hard for us to sacrifice ourselves and still get the job done. 
I have yet to see or hear of anyone turning down a real-deal case, 
but I've certainly seen people delay or do something else to give 
themselves a fighting chance. 

Wheats your best rescue story? 

One of my quick favorites that comes to mind was when I was 
single pilot. I was doing a regular patrol when I got called for 
some kayakers in trouble. The command center had a broken 
mayday, but only a rough idea where they were. I had very little 
fuel but started heading that way and asked them to launch an- 
other helo from home with more gas. With no co-pilot I had to 
do everything myself, but we got there and immediately started 
searching. Just as I was running out of time, I found them and 
vectored in the other aircraft. They had capsized and lost one of 
two kayaks, so four of them were hanging onto the remaining 
kayak and were all in danger of getting smashed onto the rocks. 
The other plane got eyes-on right as I ran out of gas. I rolled out, 
he rolled in and picked them up just before they really got into 
the surf. Good times. 



How dangerous do things have to get before you call off a res- 
cue? 

We spend a lot of time weighing risk versus gain, it's a core prin- 
ciple of pretty much everything we do. So if you're going out on a 
low probability case, something where the odds of someone ac- 
tually being in trouble are pretty low, then even some low visibili- 
ty or minor aircraft problems might be enough to have us go back 
and wait it out. On the other hand, if you know there's somebody 
really in trouble, and there's no other alternative, we're pretty te- 
nacious. Folks have flown through hurricanes when there were 
confirmed PIW's (persons in the water). 

In Annapolis MD there is always a 20ish foot Coast Guard boat 
patrolling with a machine gun mounted in the front. It always 
strikes me as highly unnecessary, and a little scary. Can you pro- 
vide any insight into the Coast Guards logic for having the guns 
out? 

That's all post-9/1 1 driven, and like most super-security ideas, 
looks better on paper than in real life. There is a huge increase in 
the homeland security. We have a lot more patrol responsibilities 
and many more units have to carry MAW (mounted automatic 
weapons) than before. Most of those guys drive around all day 
going "Seriously? What the hell am I doing with this thing?" But 
imagine if some Al-Qaeda sponsored party-barge drives into the 
Naval Academy with a bunch of C4... No one will pay attention to 
how likely it was to happen in the first place, all they'll say is"Why 
the hell didn't those coasties have a machine gun!?" Hence, they 
drive around with the gun. Don't worry too much, they're very 
well trained with it and very safe with it, and they don't see the 
use for it any more than you do. 



"US COAST GUARD, PREVENTING 
DARWINISM IN A GENE POOL 
NEAR YOU." 
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COASTGUARD PILOT I PART TWO 



The Coast Guard does a lot more drug interdiction and home- 
land security stuff than they used to. How often do you fly out 
for search and rescue missions? 

There is a huge increase in the homeland security post-9/1 1 .We 
have a lot more patrol responsibilities, but to be clear, SAR is still 
the priority. Every unit on the west coast is fully staffed with res- 
cue swimmers just itching to jump out. They will deploy a swim- 
mer to help you blow your nose if they can find a way to justify 
it. It varies dramatically by where you are stationed. There are 
someairstationsthat barely get 60-70casesayear,oronea week. 
Some airstations get 300+ cases a year, or basically one a day. 

Would you guys go out to sea if someone called in saying their 
pet went into the water? 

Not normally, but it can be heartbreaking to hear about so... I 
may or may not have once spent an entire 'training flight' look- 
ing for a golden retriever that fell overboard. It was sad but 
I think we gave the owner a little peace of mind that they'd 
done everything they could. 

How well did The Guardian capture the swimmer experience? 
Despite Ashton Kutcher, I was pretty impressed with that mov- 
ie. The depiction of swimmer school was, from what I hear, 
a little dramatic, but overall accurate. A lot of those drills are 
straight out of the school, and several of the instructors in 
the movie are real life instructors. Although the new guy cer- 
tainly doesn't go drinking with the chief instructor, nor with 
the Commanding Officer of his base. The SAR stuff was pretty 
damn close. 

Things that were off: we don't do freefall deployments at night 
(might land on something you couldn't see), Kodiak does not 
have a gigantic mission-control-like operation center, and, 
hate to break it to anyone that loves the movie, but we have 
a quick-splice hook in every aircraft. If the cable parts, you just 
quickly attach a new hook to the cable and send Ashton back 
down to tell Kevin that he's just been punked. 

What was the worst rescue you've been on? 
Worst case was looking for my own friends and coworkers. 
They crashed in a training accident on a regularThursday night. 
Three of them were recovered quickly with no vital signs. We 
spent the next 3 days looking for our XO, but never found him. 
I could write about it for a long time obviously, it was fairly 
traumatic, but it's a very difficult thing to relate. Even talking 
to other coasties at other units I've been at, it's hard to make it 
'real' to somebody else. It's one of those things that only hap- 
pens to 'other people'. But it doesn't. 

Have you gone out on any fake calls? 

I've been on plenty of hoaxes; most of them you never know for 
sure, you just suspect it based on the voice on the radio or the 
phone, but sometimes they can confirm it, either be triangu- 
lating the radio, or getting cops to go to someone's house and 
squeeze it out of them. Far more common than hoax's though 
are well intentional folks who 'think' they saw a flare or heard 
mayday on the radio. They mean well, but it's still frustrating, 
and you can't just assume their wrong, because just maybe 
somebody's life is on the line. It's a rock and a hard place. 



Is there a prime station everybody wants? Alaska would be 
cool for experience but a warm climate would be better for life 
comfort. 

Some areas change over the years, and some are pretty much 
always popular. Some have become less popular due to 
changes in their missions, and some aren't popular because 
of their location. Alaska is a great example... used to be a hard 
fill, people went there kicking and screaming. Now everybody 
wants it. I tried for it a while back and didn't get it. 

Some prime stations that are almost always popular: Ha- 
waii, San Fran, Savannah, San Diego, Port Angeles WA. Some 
places that are less popular: Atlantic City (because of deploy- 
ments, not the location), Jacksonville (same as A City), North 
Bend OR (small remote town, not much action), Detroit. But 
there's almost always somebody that's dieing to go to those 
places too. 

Would you suggest academy for someone looking for a cheap/ 
free education? 

Absolutely not. If you want a cheap education, go to commu- 
nity college. The Academy is a very difficult 4 years, and the 
biggest factor for success (IMHO) is how much you want to be 
a Coast Guard officer. Sometimes it's enjoyable, occasionally 
fun, and you'll make better friends than you've ever had and 
experience cool stuff, but the rest of the time you'll be pretty 
miserable and wondering why you didn't go to the University 

of . It's a great place to be from, but not a great place 

to be. 

Are the Academy students smart, and is it really as difficult as 
they say to gain entrance? 

Getting in is difficult not because the bar is high (though it is 
pretty high), but because they take so few each year. 250-300 
total, across the whole country. Also, when they say they want 
well rounded students, they mean it. You could have a 4.0 
and perfect SAT scores, but if you sat in your room and played 
video games through high school, they aren't interested. They 
want varsity athletes, club presidents, the kid who organizes 
the canned food drive, etc. Their looking for leadership, but it's 
hard to find on a transcript. 



"EVERY UNIT ON THE WEST COAST IS 
FULLY STAFFED WITH RESCUE SWIM- 
MERS JUST ITCHING TO JUMP OUT. 
THEY WILL DEPLOY A SWIMMER TO 
HELP YOU BLOW YOUR NOSE IF THEY 
CAN FIND A WAY TO JUSTIFY IT." 
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SURVIVED AN ATTACK BY A 

GREAT WHITE SHARK 



byexfish | permalink 



On fathers day last year my sixty year old father and I went 
on a kayak fishing trip that quickly turned into a night- 
mare. After fishing for around an hour, drifting out around 
two to three kilometers in near perfect overcast conditions 
we anchored on the inside of a reef one kilometer off the 
coast and about five hundred meters off a small uninhab- 
ited island. 

Within about twenty minutes of fishing I felt the kayak 
sharply move to the left several meters and shrugged it off 
as tidal movement. Seconds later we felt a massive thud 
directly underneath us. My first hope in that horrifying mo- 
ment was that it was a whale. However, I knew in my heart 
the only whale close by was near the horizon. Within the 
single attack from beneath it lifted us a foot, then as we 
went over it's head came out and took a massive chomp 
of the kayak right where my father was sitting. If his arm 
was protruding it would have been taken. I looked directly 
into it's eye as we went over and the beast's jaws had so 
much power we were thrown approximately a meter out 
and into the ocean. All I could think was that we would be 
chomped in half like the others taken from our waters. 

All my life I had been a 'fish', unafraid of the water, surf- 
ing, free diving, fishing and swimming I had only seen 
smaller sharks like ten feet long tiger sharks. But this was 
something else, a head over a meter in diameter and 
a dark eye of pure predation close enough to poke in 
that split second. Now we were swimming with death. 

Both of us had wet suits on but folded down at the 
waist with heavy coats on our top half and Dad had a life 
jacket on. This made it extremely difficult for me to scram- 
ble back onto my upside down kayak. However, I managed 
to get up quite fast but couldn't see my father or the shark 
anywhere. There was no blood, that was of some comfort 
so far, but still no Dad. 

Finally, after the longest few seconds of my life, he sur- 
faced completely terrified by the look on his face but still 
no blood (turns out he came face to face with it while com- 
ing up underneath the kayak)! I grabbed him by the scruff 
of the neck and dragged him aboard the now sinking kay- 
ak. It had a hole from one tooth that found it's way through 
the tough plastic! I did nottell my father this as by thattime 
he was screaming for help and waving to no avail. We were 
one kilometer off shore with a ten knot offshore wind, no 
one would hear. We were alone, wet, waiting and terrified. 

Battling my panic after screaming "oh fuck, oh fuck" for 
several minutes while Dad called for help, I managed to 
regain a thread of calm somehow and decided to paddle 
with our hands towards the paddle that was drifting away 
from us fast. We spent about two minutes attempting that 
when I realized the anchor was still down! After deliberat- 
ing to myself about if I should pull it or cut it I decided to 
pull it in case the wind started to blow us out to sea. 

Now we were free and drifting toward breaking waves 
with no paddle and a massive hungry shark somewhere 
close by. Dad kept yelling and waving despite me telling 
him to save his energy. So I told him to take off his life-jacket 




and wave that being the brightest thing 
we had. Very unsure but seeing the log- 
ic he reluctantly took it off and waved 
it in the air while still yelling for help. 

That's it. I decided we had wasted too 
much time already and we had to make 
a break for it. We hadn't seen the shark 
since the initial attack and I needed 
to feel dry ground. We both started to 
paddle with our hands to get to the is- 
land but we had a problem, panic had 
set in and my Dad was having a hard 
time keeping coordinated. I told him we 
needed to paddle the kayak backwards 
because being upside down meant the 
nose would dig into the water other- 
wise. His instant reaction was to paddle 
backwards but he was kneeling back- 
wards so he ended up paddling for- 
wards while I, lying forwards with my 
head between his knees, paddled back- 
wards. 

After about a minute ofthisandsome 
circles we had it worked out, but there 
were other problems. The kayak was 
sinking fast. With an inch wide hole in 
the hull my little vessel was going down 
and so were we! Trying to keep the bal- 
ance would tip us over due to the water 
in the hull washing around and over we 
went. Back in with that beast over and 
over several times. 

About to suggest we strip off our coats, 
pull over our wetsuits, and make a swim 
for the last three hundred meters to the 
island, I looked up and saw a small din- 
ghy thirty meters off coming for us. The 
driver stopped ten meters away and 
asked if we were ok. "Shark! Hurry!" 



I Here is a sketch I made the night after 
the incident while drinking plenty of red 
I wine with Dad. 

I yelled as he pondered our pre- 
dicament. As soon as he was close 
enough I grabbed the side a tried 
to pull myself in. I couldn't, it was to 
much after everything. Jumping into 
the water I swam around the back 
and tried that but still needed help, 
I was exhausted. My father yelling 
"NO" to me the whole time about 
me swimming was still clutching the 
kayak and wouldn't dream of going 
in there. The fisherman grabbed one 
arm and one leg then tried to flip 
him over onto the boat. He was hav- 
ing a hard time, so I stepped over 
and tried to help, almost capsizing 
the dinghy with my effort! "Get to the 
other side he yelled as I took Dad's 
arm and got to the other side with 
it dragging him over and into safety. 

It turned out that a woman on the 
beach looking for her fisherman hus- 
band with binoculars saw us waving. 
Then, after Dad waved his life jacket 
around she knew we were in trouble. 
So using the binoculars she started 
looking for someone to help. 

There was a man on the next beach 
who just packed up his boat and was 
helping some young guys get out of 
the bog so she jumped in her car and 
drove up around the hill toward the 
next beach intercepting him at a cross 
road on his way home. He ended up 
being a friend of hers and she man- 
aged to talk him into re-launching his 
boat and driving out to save us. 
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I ran away from home when I was 1 5. My father had just died and 
my mother was going through a midlife, batshit crazy crisis in- 
volving a boyfriend in prison for double homicide, a man she ac- 
tually forced me to develop a relationship with, going so far as to 
bring me to the jail to visit him. At one point the man alluded to 
mafia contacts he could call to "take care of me" if I were to give 
my mother any more trouble. Doesn't get much more charming 
than threatening a teenager with gang violence. 
Crazy you say? Yes. And that's not even the half of it. But, being a 
minor, my acting out earned me the labels bipolar and obstinate- 
defiant. I was subjected to medication I never needed in the first 
place instead of anyone listening to me, let alone intervening on 
my behalf. I tried committing suicide 3 times before I even got to 
this point. Home was not good for me, to say the least. So I left. 

What followed was a three year power struggle that left me bro- 
ken down and traumatized even further than I already was. The 
first time I was caught and sent away I was trying to cross the US- 
Canadian border from Alberta into Montana. The border patrol 
ran my name and, lo and behold, there I was in an international 
runaway database. Off to Montana jail I went to be held until they 
could make other arrangements. 

At this point I was still innocent to the troubled teen industry. The 
escorts who met me at the Salt Lake City airport only told me an 
"educational consultant" with whom I had never spoken (and to 
this day have not exchanged a single word with) decided on a 
wilderness program for me near St. George, Utah. (I can't be com- 
pletely certain of the name, I was only there for 4 days.) It would 
be like camping, they said. 

I went willingly. We drove through the night, deep into the 
high desert to hand me over to staff from the program. My hair 
stood on end when we pulled over to the side of the road so the 
escorts could hand me off to program staff. But I ignored the sen- 
sation and got into the truck with staff to began the drive. 

A half an hour of rocky dirt roads until we stopped at a clearing. 
The woman to my right got out of the truck and motioned to me 
to exit. The man driving stayed in the cab running the truck and 
headlights. 

Something felt weird. The woman told me to go in front of 
the truck and stand in the headlight beams. I did. Then she told 
me to start taking off my clothes. I went wide-eyed with disbelief. 
She stepped towards me and repeated the instructions. I had no 
choice. 

The headlights bore down on my shivering 1 6-year old frame as I 
stripped to my underwear. The woman came up to start running 
her hands all over my body to check for contraband. The man 
stayed in the truck watching. I felt sick. I felt exposed. I felt violat- 
ed. I had already been searched by the Montana jail, by the airport 
and by the escorts. I couldn't understand why they were doing 
this to me, especially in this way. 

At that point I decided I wanted to leave. I told them this the next 
morning and they laughed at me. They told me everyone says 
that and no-one had ever succeeded. 

I was already determined to get out of there. Then it got worse. 
I started my period and, instead of giving me tampons, they let 
me bleed all over myself. So there I was, the only girl in a group 
of guys, in the middle of the desert wearing blood-soaked pants. 
Nothing says self-esteem to a teenage girl quite like being covered 
in your own menstrual blood in front of an all-male group. Each 
morning I woke, I asked if I was leaving. They said no. So I cursed, 
flipped them off and started hiking. On the final day I managed to 
get within 4 miles of the main road. By that time I was so worn out 
and hysterical from lack of food and blood loss that I got off track, 
panicked and threatened to break a truck window just so I would 
get arrested and be taken to jail. Anywhere was better than there. 

Instead I was tackled onto the ground and cut up by rocks as I 
struggled, shrieking under a grown man's weight. 
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But my protesting worked: they transferred 
me out the following day and sent me to a 
lockdown facility in San Marcos, Texas that 
was part of The Brown Schools. At first the 
staff thought I was mentally incompetent due 
to my outburst in the desert and put me on a 
unit with low-functioning girls. Within a week 
they realized I was sporting a hefty intellect 
and coasting through whatever process they 
were trying to instill so they transferred me to 
the smart-but-troubled unit. I kept my head 
low for the 4 months I was there, followed 
every rule they placed on me. I watched girls 
taken down by staff, screaming and thrashing, 
hauled into the solitary confinement room. 
One girl went down so hard that she busted 
her nose and began spraying blood and spit 
all over the ground with every mangled cry 
that escaped her throat. Another friend there 
went into hysterics and the staff placed her in 
five-point restraints for so long she ended up 
pissing herself. 

I was fine being forced to walk in a straight 
line with my hands behind my back. I dealt 
with the forced confessions in group ther- 
apy. But the day I nearly died because they 
wouldn't give me medical attention was the 
darkest day I had there. 

I've suffered from asthma as long as I can 
remember. Hospitals, nebulizers, prednisone 
and inhalers were par for the course in my 
childhood. One night I started getting a little 
sick and requested inhalers. The nurse gave 
them to me and checked me after. Since I was 
breathing OK then she decided I was faking. 

The next day my breathing was even tighter. 
I dropped a communication request card 
out of my cell and into the hall. I told them I 
was having an attack and needed my meds. 
The nurse was on another unit, they said, so I 
would have to just wait. 

In reality, they never called the nurse. It 
would be another half an hour until anyone 
attended to me and only because I was limp 
and unresponsive on the floor. I dropped the 
card out again and again and again and again. 
Staff shouted down the hall to stop. My cell- 
mate watched as I paced around the room 
wheezing and trying to stay calm. My skin 
started buzzing and going numb from lack of 
oxygen. I could barely feel the tears start roll- 
ing down my face. I was suffocating. Walking 
became difficult. The last thing I remember as 
I lost consciousness was sliding down against 
the wall and hearing my cell mate's voice far, 
far, far, far in the distance (in reality she was 
right next to me) screaming "HELP! Her lips 
are blue! Help! Someone help!" 

I blacked out. 



The next thing I felt was a sharp poke and 
hands on my body. An oxygen mask went on 
my face and radio squawks of "CODE BLUE! 
CODE BLUE!" echoing somewhere. My vision 
slowly emerged from the darkness. I was on 
the floor of my cell. They'd revived me with 
a shot of epinephrine and were trying to 
feed me prednisone. They pulled the oxygen 
mask from my face and popped the pill in my 
mouth. After a breathing treatment I was ful- 
ly conscious again and wholly pissed off. 

Staff apologized to me for the incident but 
I don't think I really accepted it. Instead I just 
nodded and kept on being a good girl on the 
unit. 

After four months, an incredibly short time 
for that program, they transferred me to a se- 
cured halfway house. I had to sign a contract 
that I would not run away. I gave the place an 
honest chance until the first time they gave 
me some arbitrary punishment for the sake of 
breaking me down. My mother already told 
me she didn't want me at home and I sure as 
hell wasn't going to stay there. So I took off. 

The next night I dressed in black, packed a 
bag, dropped out a second story window, ran 
through floodlights and sharp Texas brush to 
get to the highway. I held my breath as I stuck 
out my thumb at the first approaching set 
of headlights thinking Please don't be staff, 
please don't be staff. It wasn't staff. I was free 
again. 

My freedom lasted for another eight months. 
Then one stupid, careless mistake landed me 
in the worst program I endured in all my time 
as a "troubled teen." 

While my peers busied themselves with ju- 
nior prom and the blissfully petty concerns of 
high school life I was planting roots in Port- 
land, Oregon. Since my daring escape that 
spring I had crisscrossed the country up and 
down, back and forth before finding a small 
home among other wayward street kids in 
the Pacific Northwest. 

I was happy. I had kicked a meth habit on 
my own and managed to find space to sleep 
in a small studio apartment with my girl- 
friend. Even though I rarely had money and 
my girlfriend and I sometimes had to steal 
the occasional bit of food from our neigh- 
bors (I'm sure they knew) I had a place in the 
world. Most importantly, my life was my own. 

Eking out a living underage on the streets 
means one of three things: turning tricks, 
slanging drugs or good old fashioned thiev- 
ery. My girlfriend dabbled in casual prostitu- 
tion while I sold the odd bag of weed or hit of 
acid. I wanted something else. I knew it was a 
dead end and a friend told me he could get 
me a job working at a pizza place. 



The only thing keeping me back was my 
social security number, a requisite for any 
legit job. Few people under the age of 18 
know that number by heart. Shortly before 
my 17th birthday I began a campaign to get 
my social security number from my mother. I 
called at odd hours from payphones hoping 
she would suffer a moment of sleepy weak- 
ness and give me my information so I could 
live my life. 

No dice. The familiar power play raged be- 
tween us until, that fateful night, I called her 
from the LGBTQ youth drop-in center land- 
line. 

When the cops came an hour later I was lining 
up a billiards shot. They said my name. I was 
so shocked I gasped. The jig was up. One of 
my friends grabbed me and tried to hide me 
in the back room but the cops insisted I come 
with them. My crime? Underage runaway. 
The jail made three attempts to put me on a 
plane to Utah, all of which I thwarted. Round 
1 : Induce asthma attack. Round 2: Make scene 
while handcuffed in front of the gate. Round 
3: Flat out refuse to get on the plane. 

I knew I was going somewhere awful. In my 
time at San Marcos I heard just how bad it 
could get. Anything on a ranch was a dan- 
ger zone, just one step above international 
reform camps. I knew about beatings, sexual 
assault, physical torture, isolation, and the 
occasional deaths. I was prepared to make 
transporting me there as difficult as possible. 

The escorts came, a Mormon husband 
and wife team in a rental car. I hated them 
immediately. I sat in the back watching my 
whole world disappear into the rearview mir- 
ror. I would never read my journals again, my 
clothes would be donated or sold and by the 
time I returned a year later most of my friends 
would be dead. 

A period of my life wiped off the planet in one 
fell swoop. 

I taunted the escorts. I asked where the other 
wives were and told them I was a practicing 
Satanist. The man's face flushed red and he 
called me names before informing me 90% of 
the world was Christian. I laughed and asked 
if he'd ever heard of India. Or the Middle East. 
Or China. Or Northern Africa. I found some 
perverse delight in intellectually dominating 
this backwoods middle aged man. After he 
snapped and yelled at me I slumped into the 
backseat with my feet against the window. 
I began tapping with my tiptoes and asked, 
"What if I broke this?" 
"Is that your plan?" 
I shrugged. "Maybe." 
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The car swerved to the side of the road, locks 
went up and into the back burst a husky es- 
cort, his frame rushing towards me. Behind 
my head his wife clicked the door lock down. 

I landed one backhand across his face as 
he came at me but it was too much to fend 
off. He landed on top with a thud, using his 
forearm to choke me into submission. Tears 
welled from my eyes. I tried to scream but all 
that came out were mangled rasps. The more 
I thrashed against him the harder he weighed 
on me. 

I finally went limp. He pinned me there for 
a moment longer before getting off of me 
and back into the driver's seat. 
"Not such a smartass now, are ya?" 
I touched my tender throat and wiped the 
tears off my face. No words came out for him. 
I simply sat in shock for a little while. But I am 
nothing if not determined and soon came up 
with another monkey wrench. 

I had to pee and, no, it couldn't wait.They were 
rightfully suspicious of me but their aversion 
to a urine stained rental car proved stronger 
than their misgivings. When we pulled into 
the rest area both escorts turned to me and 
said I had to follow everything they told me 
to do. 

They never told me I couldn't mouth the 
words "HELP ME" to a stranger as we walked 
back to the car. Our little group looked suspi- 
cious to say the least: a tiny teenager sporting 
a buzzed head with two long locks in front 
being flanked on either side by a redneck 
couple in Wranglers. 

As soon as he asked what was going on, 
the female escort tightened her grip on my 
arm and started dragging me towards the 
car. 

I wasn't going without a fight. I began scream- 
ing: "THEY'RE TAKING ME AGAINST MY WILL! 
HELP ME! SOMEONE HELP ME!" Everyone in 
the rest area snapped to attention as I was 
shoved into the backseat still screaming. I 
pounded and tried to get out but to no avail. 

No-one listens to a teenager. The people 
in the rest area talked to the escort, accept- 
ed whatever he said and let us go. And even 
though someone called the cops, the officer 
who pulled us over also let them continue on 
their way with me despite that fact the es- 
cort had no card identifying himself as a legal 
child kidnapper. 

I began to give up hope. No-one would help 
me. I had no rights. 

By the time we reached Idaho I felt defeated. 
I lay in the backseat while they had a tire re- 
placed, facedown, arms folded across my 
chest, barefoot (they took my shoes), softly 



sobbing and saying goodbye to myself while 
Rolling Stone's "Ruby Tuesday" crooned from 
the radio. Apparently I looked like I was tied 
up and we had another visit from the police. 
Of course, nothing happened. 

Despite my protests, despite my struggle, we 
pulled up to Sorenson's Ranch School late 
that night. 

My first glimpse of Sorenson's Ranch School 
remains burned into my memory to this day. 
While the other cabins and buildings hid un- 
der cover of a mountainous rural winter dark- 
ness, the main lodge sat illuminated under 
the sickly amber glow of high pressure sodi- 
um lights, speckles of snow softly interrupt- 
ing its view. Defeated and numb I followed 
my new captors inside and up to the stairs 
where they made me trade the clothes on my 
back (the last of my belongings) for wrangler 
jeans and a baggy green shirt: my uniform 
for the next eight months. My protests were 
greeted with the threat of a death-row style 
orange jumpsuit and a week of solitary con- 
finement. I acquiesced. 

For the first couple of weeks my shoes were 
taken from me and I couldn't go anywhere 
without someone watching me. Sometimes 
this was staff and other times I was given a 
PPMer, an acronym for Positive Peer Model. 
Basically, another student. 

My first PPMer was a girl who had been on 
the ranch for over a year. We sat in the lodge 
by a large bay window so she could watch 
her other charge: a 1 3 year old girl from Brazil 
sitting outside in the snow dressed only in an 
orange jumpsuit and flip-flops with a sleep- 
ing bag wrapped around her for warmth. 
I learned that someone had brought back 
drugs from a home visit and the staff were 
keeping her out there to force a confession. 

A tall lanky old cowboy strode towards where 
she sat. He bent over and began yelling at 
her. She cowered and tugged the sleeping 
bag tighter around her shoulders. Then, he 
grabbed the back of her head and shoved her 
into the snow before walking away. 
I later learned that man was the town's Sher- 
riff in addition to his employment at Soren- 
son's Ranch School. 

I realized then how utterly powerless we were. 
They even took the last scrap I had of myself, 
my rather unorthodox haircut, buzzed short 
all over except for long, front bangs. (Many 
years later I discovered Shane Sorenson, the 
man with whom I pleaded to keep my hair- 
cut, was under a court order not to work with 
minors.) I stood in front of a bathroom mir- 



ror and sobbed at my image: drab, ill-fitting 
clothes and short, uneven hair framing a des- 
perate and sad face. There was barely any- 
thing of me left. 

Before you think to yourself that a haircut 
and change of clothes is no big deal, consider 
how much of our identities are tied into these 
seemingly superficial things. An editorial in 
COLORS magazine said it succinctly: 

"If hair is language, capable of expressing ev- 
erything from political rebellion to religious 
devotion to a choice of poor hairstylists, then 
having no hair (or having no control over it) is 
a kind of speechlessness. During World War II, 
the Nazis reduced their prisoners to silence. 
Today armies subordinate new recruits with a 
hair clipper; Iranian clerics control female sex- 
uality by enforcing the veil; Japanese schools 
instill discipline with the marugari, an imper- 
sonal buzz cut; and police mark criminals by 
shaving their heads (in a local twist on this 
ancient punishment, Malaysian police single 
out illegal aliens by razing their eyebrows, 
making it impossible for them to find work in 
the country)." 

And that was the point of controlling our 
appearance: taking control of our minds and 
who we were. This was one of many tactics to 
break us down. 

At this point I was a veteran of the troubled 
teen industry. I had little less than a year un- 
til my 18th birthday, that magical date that 
would finally grant me my rights. My plan 
was to keep busy and stay out of trouble. Af- 
ter the first month I figured out which guys 
were smuggling drugs in through their con- 
tacts in the next town. I knew which students 
were chronically in solitary confinement. I 
knew that I had to make up drug issues for 
the "therapy group" (led not by a therapist 
but by staff) and spent each session talking 
about how much I loved meth, a destruc- 
tive drug I came to despise after quitting on 
my own the year before. I knew one of their 
stated goals for me was to go to college, my 
only way out before I turned 1 8, so I spent all 
my time buried in books to get a high school 
diploma at my own pace. 

But the one thing they wanted to hear from 
me was that I was there because I was a bad 
kid. I knew they were wrong and tried to tell 
my mother what was going on there. Unfor- 
tunately, all phone calls were monitored by 
counselors and I was silenced after trying to 
tell her about the isolation cabin and the pun- 
ishments that went on there. My counselor 
cut me off by hanging up my phone. "You're 
getting too excited," she said. "You can't talk 
to your mother like that." 
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They wanted me to admit I was wrong and 
that my mother was right. That was the only 
thing I denied them. 

That is, until D arrived on the scene. 
D was a tiny, sprite-like 13 year old girl. She 
arrived a month after me sporting the same 
haircut as I had. I went out of my way to warn 
her about the impending cut and we came 
to find out we had friends in common in the 
outside world. This thread of commonal- 
ity proved to be a bond I couldn't resist. We 
hugged each other and played with each 
other's hair, willing it to grow as fast as pos- 
sible. We swapped stories and laughed. We 
found some sense of unity in a world filled 
with arbitrary punishments, isolation and 
powerlessness. 

Our friendship proved to be fodder for our 
downfall. Two months after my arrival I was 
summoned to the attic office in the main 
lodge. I ran into D on the way over, both of us 
completely bewildered as to what was hap- 
pening. The only time you were called into 
that office was when you had broken one 
of their hundreds of rules. We hadn't done 
drugs, had sex, masturbated, snuck a phone 
call, plotted an escape, tattooed ourselves, 
been chewing gum, stealing or anything that 
could be considered a violation. Confusion 
mixed with mild terror settled in as we sat 
down in front of one of the head staff mem- 
bers. 

He sat in front of a wall of monitors feed- 
ing images from each stall of the solitary con- 
finement building. The screens inhabitants 
sat with their backs to the cameras, still and 
stiff in grayscale. On the floor at his feet was 
a small garbage bin. He spat pistachio shells, 
a contraband item to students, into the con- 
tainer and spoke slowly. "Do you know what 
this is about?" My heart beat against my rib- 
cage. I had no idea. There were few things 
more terrifying there than not having an 
answer to a question like that. We shook our 
heads no. 

Another shell hit the garbage, bounced off 
the rim and onto the floor. "I get to eat these 
because I have privileges. You know how you 
get privileges? You follow the rules. I've been 
hearing from staff that you two have been 
breaking some rules." Speechless, we looked 
at each other and then blankly back at him. 
He continued: "People are saying they've 
seen you two touching each other. Seems 
you two have been having unnatural sexual 
relations." 

I found my voice. "What? No, we haven't 
done anything like that. I swear we haven't 
done anything wrong!" D nodded in agree- 
ment. He put the pistachios aside and leaned 



back in his chair. "Well, I'm inclined to believe 
the staff here. I think you two will just have 
to go into solitary until you learn to tell the 
truth." 

My heart plummeted into my gut. I tried to 
protest but I knew it was useless. He radioed 
to the staff monitoring the isolation cabin and 
told them to expect us. Aside from my arrival, 
I had only been threatened with solitary con- 
finement one other occasion. My friend, who 
was openly lesbian, was slow dancing with D 
at a (rare) social event in the lodge when they 
were separated by staff. When they told me 
I became incensed and demanded to staff 
they be allowed to dance together since the 
straight girls were doing the same thing. We 
were quickly whisked to the upstairs attic of- 
fice and shown three orange jumpsuits with 
our names on them if we pushed the issue, 
good for one week in the cabin for solitary 
confinement. 

The isolation cabin sat to the left of the main 
lodge, tucked in among the cabins on the 
boy's side. A long rectangular building with 
about eight to ten stalls along the back wall, 
a tiny bathroom on the far left, and a door on 
each end of the wall opposite the stalls, each 
of which was monitored by a small video cam- 
era mounted on the ceiling. In addition to the 
cameras, a staff member sat at a desk across 
from the stalls and made sure that students 
sat upright on the tiny prison cot in each stall 
facing the blank back wall. Our hands were to 
remain on our knees, our backs upright and 
our mouths silent. 

We stayed like this for 12-15 hours each 
day before being allowed to sleep fitfully un- 
der bright lights on the hard lockboxes in the 
main lodge. D and I were allowed to remain 
in our uniforms instead of the bright orange 
death-row jumpsuits because we weren't of- 
ficially being punished. Each morning, we 
were individually taken to the office again 
and asked to confess to sexual activities that 
never happened. When we refused we were 
sent back to solitary. 

Every chance I got, I whispered to D to stay 
strong, to not give in, to find strength in unit- 
ed defiance. But she was only 1 3 and not yet 
hardened by these places. After three days 
of forced silence and immobility she broke 
down and gave a false confession. 

I spent my last day in solitary betrayed 
and frightened. I didn't know what D told 
them and needed to make sure our stories 
matched. If I couldn't give a similar account I 
feared I'd remain in there indefinitely. 

As I wracked my brain for a solution, a 
girl in a neighboring stall had a defiant melt- 



down. She'd grown tired and started leaning 
against a wall. The staff in charge yelled at 
her to sit up straight and when she refused, 
more staff members came in and forced her 
to "hold the wall" a physically taxing punish- 
ment where you leaned forward against a 
wall and held yourself at a 45 degree angle. 
Because the girl was already tired her arms 
gave way after several minutes and she slid 
to the ground. Staff shouted at her to get up 
and she refused. I heard them tackle her with 
a thud and the screams grew louder, mixed 
with tears and sobbing. 

I remained still and upright in the seated 
position on the other side of that wall the 
whole time, only wincing slightly at her snot- 
drenched shrieking. 

By a stupid stroke of luck the next day, staff 
was shorthanded and took us into solitary 
confinement an hour late. I saw D come into 
the lodge for breakfast as we were about to 
be led out and in one quick hushed moment, 
we stared in different directions pretending 
not to see each other while conversing under 
our breaths. She repeated everything she'd 
confessed to and said she was sorry. I only 
felt relief knowing I could be released from 
solitary that day. 

I went into the attic office for the fourth 
time that week, shoulders slumped and 
weary. Lies tumbled from my lips. I stared at 
the floor while I told a middle aged man how 
I had fingered my friend in the bathroom, 
kissed her many times and had sex with her 
in a cabin. Disgust welled inside of me like a 
broken sewer pipe, flooding my veins with 
self-loathing for having to say those things to 
him. 

"Doesn't it feel good to finally tell the truth?," 
he asked. 

I wanted to vomit. 

He sent me back to solitary to wait for my 
counselor to pay me a visit. She and I hadn't 
spoken since I refused to grant my mother at- 
torney privileges over my educational trust 
fund, a trust set up in my father's will meant 
to support me through higher education. I 
was livid that they would use my money to 
keep me locked up. They were determined 
and figured out how to access my funds de- 
spite my protests. I remember walking past 
the open door of an office where my thera- 
pist (who only met with me on four occasions 
over eight months), my counselor and anoth- 
er staff member counted out stacks of cash 
on a table. As I stared, my therapist looked up 
and said, "I'm not talking to you, little missy, 
since you won't sign those papers." I walked 
away flushed with anger. 
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But now I couldn't muster anger. They'd bro- 
ken me. My counselor came into the stall and 
sat down on the bed. She told me she was 
glad I had confessed and it represented prog- 
ress. Then she repeated the question posed 
so many times to me already: "Do you under- 
stand why you're here?" 

I said the answer I knew they wanted. "I 
need to learn to listen to what my mother 
says." I began crying and continued with a 
nugget of truth: "I just want to be good." She 
hugged me and told me they'd let me out 
that day. 

After my release I was demoted to Level One. 
Upon arrival, everyone was a Level Two but 
common knowledge held that part of the 
program was demotion to the lowest level 
before being allowed to gain more privileges. 
Each level granted more freedom and was 
one step closer to being released. The day I 
was sent to solitary I was living in one of the 
Level Two cabins but would now be demot- 
ed to the filthy and overcrowded Level One 
lodge, where I contracted a horrible fungal 
infection on my feet from the dirty showers. 

Of course, I was made to sleep in the main 
lodge for a week while staff debated whether 
or not I was a danger to the other girls. They 
said they were concerned I would sexually as- 
sault them. My self-esteem sank into oblivion. 

But I persevered. I endured the physical pun- 
ishments doled out to Level Ones, thankful for 
the winter that prevented too many long des- 
ert hikes. Every Friday night we did The Work- 
out, a several hour test of physical endurance. 
It started with laps around the gym, counting 
off each one in unison. For every late person, 
we got five more laps. Every time they caught 
us cheating by skipping numbers, we had to 
start over. After running there were burpees, 
push-ups, sit-ups, jumping jacks, sprints, 
duck-walks, crab-walks, kangaroo-walks, and 
wall-sits. After all that we were given 5 min- 
utes to eat an apple, have a glass of water or 
go to the bathroom. I use 'or' because there 
was never enough time to do them all. You 
could only finish one before repeating The 
Workout over again. Then we went to bed to 
sleep a bit before doing another workout at 
5am both Saturday and Sunday mornings. 

The Workouts usually took three hours, 
though any defiance or lagging by one per- 
son would earn punishment for the whole 
group. I was told of one workout that lasted 
for over 7 hours. 

During the rest of the week, we went 
on hikes or did forced labor on the ranch. If 
someone was still being defiant they had to 
shovel piles of horse manure (wearing their 
own shoes of course) or made to dig 2'x 6'x 



6' hole in the ground or fill another hole up. 
Before I had arrived, kids were made to both 
dig and fill the hole but a complaint to a child 
protection agency put a stop to that. 

I kept to the rules and focused on getting out 
through college admissions. I turned a blind 
eye to the physical hold downs and punish- 
ments meted out to the lower levels and put 
all of my energy into getting myself out. I as- 
cended quickly through the program and af- 
ter four more months I had earned my high 
school diploma, taken the SATs and been ac- 
cepted to every college where I applied. 

I was so good that they allowed me to go 
on campus tours with my mom that June. I 
behaved. I didn't run away, even when I had 
the chance. And that kind of behavior from 
a girl who had run away by jumping out of a 
second story window the year before. I was 
too numb and broken and scared at that 
point to do anything on my own. 

When I got back from college visits they kept 
me for another month. I lived in a private 
trailer with other high-level girls off campus 
and spent my time filling in for staff and su- 
pervising lower level students. When staff 
wasn't looking I tried to treat the other kids 
with kindness, telling them they could cry or 
scream or jump around but to do it quickly 
because I'd have to take them back outside 
to sit on the fence. I spent my last month in 
relative freedom there. My housemates and I 
even rented an R-rated movie from the town 
general store: The Matrix. 

It blew our caged little minds. We watched 
it three times, back to back to back. The idea 
that what we were experiencing wasn't real 
but a computer simulation was an intoxi- 
cating one. We laughed hysterically at the 
thought that we had really been free this 
whole time. We held it with us like a warm se- 
cret. We also returned the movie as early as 
possible the next day for fear of reprisals. 

And just like that, I was released in August. 
I spent three weeks living with my mother. 
The outside world frightened me. For the first 
time in my life I was having nightmares and 
anxiety attacks. When I spoke, I did so look- 
ing at the ground and covering my mouth 
with my hand. A once ballsy young lady, I had 
become sad and hesitant. Months of punish- 
ments, walking single-file in public with my 
hands behind my back, forced to avoid eye 
contact with outsiders and the constant fear 
of physical assault for the catch-all "defiance" 
violation had left me broken. I cried for no 
reason. People terrified me. 

By the time I went to college and found out 
most of my friends in Portland had died from 



drug overdoses I was in a pit of loneliness. Ev- 
erything I had before they took me to Soren- 
son's Ranch School was gone: my friends, my 
enemies, my clothes, my journals, my art, my 
entire life wiped out in one night. I thought 
often of suicide. I tried talking to a therapist 
on campus but found the very act of therapy 
to trigger me. I wanted to drop out of college, 
wracked with guilt over my friend's deaths. 

And there was no-one to talk to. I tried, 
but the story is so intense that most people 
look at me in a shock that I can't handle. They 
don't know what to say and the conversation 
inevitable stalls into an itchy silence. 

I did my best to move on and forget. By 
strokes of luck I found circles of loving people 
who accepted me for all of my weird quirks 
and occasional emotional outbursts. Even- 
tually I found a therapist that I could talk to 
and I went on to get a Master's Degree in a 
field I found mentally engaging. In short, lots 
of love and acceptance combined with two 
years of weekly therapy sessions healed me 
overtime. 

This August marks the ten year anniversary 
since my release. 

THE HAPPY ENDING 

My life is awesome right now. I have amaz- 
ing friends who support and love me. I have 
nothing but opportunities in front of me 
right now and the future looks bright, though 
uncertain. Most importantly, I'm free. I can go 
where I want when I want with whomever I 
want. This is all I ever really wanted in the first 
place and now I have it. 

Above all else, getting through all that tur- 
moil showed me the extent of my unwaver- 
ing resilience. 
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MIGHTY MOUSE 

byairandys | permalink 



Two years ago, I had a mouse who sneaked its 
way in somehow and took up residence inside my 
stove. It was an older version with pilot flames for 
each set of burners; since it was winter outside 
and the inner workings of the stove were usually 
quite warm and maze-like, I could see why he 
liked it in there. 

As hard as I tried, I couldn't lure the mouse 
out. I didn't want a lowly, filthy rodent hanging 
around to create future unsanitary conditions 
and chewing on my things, and I also didn't want 
to utilize the stove and end up burning the suck- 
er alive and having my place smell like a charred 
animal. 

After a week of unsuccessfully trying to resolve 
the issue myself, I opted to call the landlord and 
had him send someone to my place to deal with it. 
They ended up setting two kinds of traps around 
my apartment, a sticky glue trap and traps filled 
with poisoned pellet food. I knew both traps 
were meant to kill, but I didn't care, I just wanted 
the little bugger gone. 

Finally, one afternoon, I heard faint squeals com- 
ing from the kitchen. I discovered the mouse, 
stuck to one of the glue traps placed underneath 
the fridge. He had stepped on there to get the 
food bits and immediately found all his legs 
stuck, as well as the tip of his face, as he bent 
down to eat the food placed on the glue. 

Suddenly, I regretted having the traps and I 
felt bad for the mouse, for a glue trap is meant to 
result in a slow death...they struggle as they can't 
break free and end up starving after a day or two. 
Seeing the tiny 4 inch-long creature stuck there, 
I suddenly realized I didn't really want the poor 
guy to die, I just wanted him to leave my apart- 
ment. 



I tried to act quickly to make things right and did 
a Google search on the traps. It turns out that 
vegetable oil can be used to dissolve the glue 
and free the trapped victim. But I never did much 
cooking and didn't have any vegetable oil, so as 
the mouse continued to helplessly struggle, I 
ran down the street to the nearby 7-Eleven and 
bought some vegetable oil. I then ran back and 
poured some on the glue trap hoping to free the 
poor guy. 

But since his face and mouth were also stuck 
to the glue, he began to breathe in/swallow the 
vegetable oil after I poured it on the trap base. My 
heart sank and I began to scream at the mouse, 
"No! Don't swallow the oil, stupid! Stop that! I'm 
only trying to help!" I desperately tried to pry his 
legs free from the glue, hoping that the oil had 
worked quick enough and hoping that if I freed 
him right away, he'd stop ingesting the oil and 
still live. 

I couldn't break him free without breaking 
some part of him too. Helpless, I backed away 
and watched as his chest heaved slower and 
slower. There was nothing I could do and I was 
filled with such a horrifying level of dread. A few 
minutes passed, his chest stopped, and he was 
dead. 

I had inadvertently killed the mouse when all 
I wanted to do was save him. I cannot describe 
how terrible that made me feel. Despite my best 
intentions, I had failed and to this day I still feel 
bad about it. 

I ended up eventually putting him in a shoe- 
box and took him over to my parent's house, 
where they have a garden that I was able to bury 
him in. I made a little cross marker for where he 
was and etched into the wood "Mighty Mouse." 
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WAS SEVEN WHEN MT. 

SAINT HELENS ERUPTED 



by manosrellim | permalink 



Mount St. Helens erupted on May 18, 1 980, at 08:32 Pacific Daylight Time. Here's how I remember the experience. 



I was seven years old in 1 980. 1 was camping with my friend's 
family, and we had set up as close to Helens as we could. The 
Forest Service had closed the areas that were deemed too 
close to a potential eruption. When the eruption began, it 
seemed like we were way too close. Later, scientists asserted 
that the restricted zones should have been much more con- 
servative. 

The drive out of the Mt. Saint Helens national park was fright- 
ening. Within minutes of the thunderous rumbling, the ash 
plume enveloped the mountain completely. We stuffed the 
tent and everything else into the VW bus. As soon as we had 
squeezed ourselves in, we drove off. It was now darker than 
I'd ever seen, and pumice began falling from the sky. I re- 
member a large piece cracking the windshield. The road out 
was treacherous under normal circumstances. 

Now we could barely see the see the taillights of the car that 
was only 1 0 or so feet ahead of us, nor the edge of the wind- 
ing, single-lane logging road. To make matters worse, there 
was a steep drop off on the left side of the road. My friend's 
grandpa tried his best to watch the edge out the side of the 
van, and hollered warnings and advice to my friend's dad, 
who struggled to keep the van on the road. The going was 
excruciatingly slow. We made our way out of the national 
park with a line of hundreds of other volcano "watchers". 

There were regular flashes of lightning and frequent earth- 
quakes. Power transformers and lines caught fire and burned. 
Breathing was very difficult: My friend's mom had us hold 
baby sis' dampened cloth diapers to our mouths and noses. 
Through all of this, I was most afraid of lava. I knew that vol- 
canoes always produced huge flows of hot liquid rock. To me 
and my imagination, the brake lights in front of us looked like 
flowing lava. I asked my friend's mom if we were going to die. 
I'll never forget her answer: "I don't know." She was terrified 
too. We all were. And we were lucky to make it out alive. 

When we finally made it home, we were covered from head to 
toe in gray ash. According to my dad, we looked like ghosts. 
Luckily we had avoided that fate. 

"I went to Mt. Saint Helens when it erupted. 
I was the first one to hear it. It sounded like 
a boom. It was darker than midnight. We 
could barely see the edge of the cliff." 
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AWAITING WIFE 

by crime_and_oats | permalink 



Working at my retail job, I get to know 
most of the regulars... 
There was an elderly couple who I start- 
ing recognizing from only a few weeks in 
from starting there. It wasn't too difficult 
since they would try to talk to most em- 
ployees before they even started shop- 
ping (they especially wanted to get to 
know me, the new guy), always bright- 
ening up our otherwise dull Sunday 
morning. They'd come in around 10:30 
every week holding each others hand 
and smiling, presumably after church or 
breakfast, and crack incredibly well wit- 
ted responses to whatever we were con- 
versing about. We'd share stories, their's 
much more intriguing then any of ours 
could ever be. They'd ask how each of us 
how we were doing, how whatever they 
heard us say last week turned out, etc. 
They simply cared. Him with his slouch- 
ing posture, dated 1980s glasses with 
tinted red lenses, and bald top with gray 
hair surrounding underneath. Her with 
perhaps a tacky floral purse by today's 
standards, dyed blondish hair that fights 
off the grays, and one of those faces you 
can easily tell how beautiful she was 
without the wrinkles (not saying she's 
horrid with the wrinkles, but). They were 
probably the most well treated custom- 
ers we ever had and possibly will have, 
since they were the customers that 
treated us the best. I even requested to 
work Sunday mornings. 

Once our conversations and the laugh- 
ter died down, they'd say something 
along the lines of "we'll catch ya in a few" 
and then told one another where they 
were going and to meet back here (the 
customer service desk) in 15 minutes- 
usually giving each other a quick kiss on 
the cheek before parting ways. He went 
for the groceries (mostly for beer and 
junk food) or hardware, she went for the 
cosmetics, clothing, or health products. 
Each with their own shopping cart go- 
ing separate ways down the waxed floor. 



One of them would sometimes over ex- 
tend the 15 minute time frame, leaving 
the other waiting in-front of the desk. 
Not that either of them minded, plus 
there were magazines they'd read. Once 
re united they'd combine their goodies 
into only one shopping cart, and if the 
goodies didn't all fit into one they would 
compromise on what to give us back 
(he usually had to compromise a bit 
more than she did). A sort of old timer 
budgeting. They'd checkout, and if they 
bought candy or other goodies they'd 
rip open the bag and give some to their 
cashier. Said their goodbyes and seeya 
next weeks, and leave as they entered... 
holding hands and smiling, but this time 
sharing the burden of pushing a cart. 

About six months into this job, I started 
noticing a decline of health in both of 
them. They just didn't seem themselves. 
We'd ask how they were doing, giving us 
a "just fine" being more concerned about 
how we were doing. The misses started 
forgetting things more. He'd ask if she 
got insert product here, and she would 
either say "oh no" or "I don't know." The 
mister moved slower and slower. 

Jump to three months ago. 

Her other half didn't walk in with her. An 
empty hand. A not so big smile. Oh, may- 
be he's just busy or something. Hope- 
fully. She talks to us, her I'm guessing 
Alzheimer's clearer than ever. She starts 
repeating things. Something clicked 
and she decided it was time for her to 
go shopping. 15 minutes pass and she 
shows up to the front of the service desk. 
Flipping through magazines, waiting for 
him. How do we tell her she didn't walk 
in with him? How do we tell her that she 
forgot? We don't know. Then a new ca- 
shier a few minutes later, oblivious to 
who this woman is, asks if she's ready to 
check out. She says "oh yes, sorry." She 
said oh yes sorry! She's checking out! A 
weak sigh of relief. 



The rest of the week I thought about her. 
About them. I convinced myself that he'll 
walk in with her, his hand in hers, smiling, 
next Sunday. I was wrong. She does the 
same routine as the last Sunday. She waits 
for her missing husband. Goddammit, I 
was on the verge of tears. 

Four Sundays pass. The hope of the week 
of thinking about them diminishes. She 
persists with the same routine. She waits. 
She waits until someone or something 
tells her its time to check out and go, her 
husband isn't coming. Why must she wait? 

I request Sunday mornings off. I ask a 
coworker that worked the next Sunday 
morning I had off about her. "She didn't 
come in" he said. "You sure? You know 
who I'm talking about right?" "Yeah, she 
didn't come in." 

And so, for some stupid reason I've asked, 
and still ask, if either one of them came in 
the previous Sunday of every week since 
then and get the same "no" every-time. 
Every time. The most humblest, modest, 
nicest, caring, loving, and I'm sure plenty 
of other adjectives that are beyond my 
vocabulary- couple I have ever had the 
chance to meet are missing. And now I'm 
the one waiting. 
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used the Canon 60mm macro f/2.8. 1 shot at ISO 640 
and 1/250. It took about 1 50ish shots to get that one, 
~2 hours. The hardest part was focusing. In the set up 
picture you can see a piece of string above the eye 
dropper. I would let that hang down off the eye drop- 
per and focus on that, then move it and squeeze the 
dropper and the shutter at almost the same time. 
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Lights moving inside a clothes dryer 

Photo by PopeTheoskeptik 
permalink 
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Asked a friend to take photos of me skydiving. This is the only one he took. 

Posted by damnrooster 
permalink 




Redditbot 

Digital painting by theeespacepope 
permalink 




Medium: I fleshed out the basic composition on a piece of paper and drew on top of that 
in Photoshop CS3. As far as brushes go, I mostly use the default PS brushes. If you're still 
learning you shouldn't worry about brushes; instead focus on learning about composition, 
lighting etc. Different brushes are just the icing on the cake. 

Time: It took me about 7 hours to complete this, of which a lot was trial end error. I didn't 
stress it since there wasn't a deadline. 

Education: I'm self-taught, but I have drawn for as long as I can remember. Practicing is defi- 
nitely super important. ConceptArt.org is a great site for anyone who needs help getting 
better. 

Bonus: There are a few little reddit/meme references in there; can you find them? 
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Accidental Western Scene 

Photo by gregjsmith 
permalink 




Old photos my Grandfather took at Buchenwald Concentration Camp 

Posted by KoalaBoy | Text by LightningTH [brother] 
permalink 





My grandfather is an American 
and was a mechanic during the 
war, so he was not on the immedi- 
ate front line, but close to it. Hours 
after the camp was liberated, a 
group of solders came back and 
told anyone with a camera to get 
on the truck. They were not told 
why. Upon arriving they were told 
to take as many picture as pos- 
sible. 
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When people would arrive they 
would be evaluated to determine 
if they were strong enough to be 
used or just killed. Anyone go- 
ing to the gas chamber would be 
told they were getting a shower 
and to strip. After being gassed 
they would take the bodies to 
the ovens. The left over clothes 
and shoes would be given to 
new arrivals or anyone still strong 
enough to work that needed new 
clothing. 
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There was a small water pipe in 
front of every 2 or 3 buildings 
that everyone slept in. It would 
be turned on for a short period of 
time each day that provided water 
for drinking, people would hope 
to get water to drink. 



There was a lady in charge that 
would have inmates tattooed, 
usually on their backs. After the 
elegant tattoo was done, most 
aking weeks or months to An- 
il, they would be killed, the skin 
removed and dried, then lamp- 
shades or similar decorations 
made for the house that was near 
by. There was a medical building 
here who knows what people 
ere injected with and what tests 
ere done. 
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My mom with her pet anteater, Claude. 

Posted by acemetrical 
http://redd.it/ijx7t 





wA 




AUG 201 1 39 



THE 




ISSUE 2 AUG 201 Id 



Thank you for reading the first issue of The Redditor. 
We are very much interested in hearing your feedback and ideas for future issues. 



theredditor.com 

Official site, updates, back issues. 

reddit.com/r/theredditor 

Official subreddit, subscribe, discuss the magazine. 



emailtheredditor@gmail.com 



